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Here Beneath My Skin 


Author's Notes: 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction and should be enjoyed as such. 


The audition hall was actually an old church that had been converted into a makeshift recording studio and 
practice hall. The owners rented it out to young musicians trying to break into the Toronto music scene. Geddy 
glanced across the room at his best friend and bandmate, flaxen-haired and cherubic as he plucked the strings 
of his maplewood acoustic guitar. They were waiting for the next drummer to audition for the band. John 
Rutsey had called it quits and it was either find a replacement drummer, or go with Alex's suggestion to 
become the Canadian Simon and Garfunkel. Geddy would have seriously considered it if Alex wasn't completely 
tone deaf. The first few auditions had been unproductive, the drummers mediocre to downright awful. They 
might have went with the mediocre guy until Geddy noticed the track marks up and down his scrawny arms. 


In the interim, he studied Alex, watching as his graceful fingers worked their way up and down the neck of his 
guitar. The fluorescent lighting created a halo effect around his shaggy golden head and Geddy had to swallow 


down a lump that formed in his throat. Ever since he met Alex seven years ago, when they were both in the 
eighth grade, they had become inseparable. Through thick and thin, Alex had always been there for him. He 
adored him fiercely, with something akin to hero worship. And there was something else about his dear friend 
that made his heart race in his chest and his abdomen clench tight. Lerxst was beautiful. They both had 
nicknames for each other, endearments most male friends did not extend to one other, he supposed. He 
wouldn't know because he never even had a close friend until Ali. He chuckled wryly to himself, remembering 
how he used to call him Ali when they were very young boys. Until another boy heard him and ridiculed him 
for it. That's when he started to call him Lerxst. He treasured the moments when they were together alone 
and Alex called him by his pet name, Dirk He felt so close to him, so connected, that sometimes he wasn't 
sure where he ended and Alex began. He remembered the time they had fought once and he had left the band 
for awhile. He had never felt so lost and so incomplete. Sometimes when they were playing a gig, Alex would 
draw near to him and they would jam together, their bodies brushing up against one another. And there were 
times when Alex would lean in close to whisper something silly or sweet into his ear, and it would cause an 
almost painful yearning in the pit of his stomach. He was pretty sure that he was in love with him. He was 
entirely sure that he loved him, but he was also most decidedly in love with him. And the physical desire for 
him, to touch him and be touched by him, to taste his sweet lips, filled him with equal measures of elation and 
shame. It was his deep, dark secret. He could never let Alex know the depths of his feelings as he was certain 


they would not be reciprocated and pretty sure Lerxst would be horrified and dissolve the friendship. 


Suddenly Alex stopped noodling and looked up, as if he could feel the intensity of his bandmate's verdant eyes 
upon him. "Let's go out front for a smoke, eh Dirk?" he suggested. As they stood on the sidewalk, they saw a 
battered blue car approach, smoke belching out behind it, groaning under the weight of various items stuffed 
inside the interior, protruding from the trunk and tied to the roof. "Oh, you have got to be fucking kidding me," 
Alex groaned as it slowed down and pulled to a stop at the curb. "Are those trashcans?" he queried 


incredulously. 


Both young men watched, dumbfounded and amused as the latest would-be drummer, clad in a Cream tee 
shirt and shorts, emerged from the wreck and began to unpack various percussion items from their unusual 
"cases." Alex glanced at his friend and raised an eyebrow. Then the three made their introductions. His name 
was Neil and he had recently returned from London where he had been pursuing some musical endeavors that, 
in the end, did not pan out. He had heard the band's single Working Man on the radio and then purchased the 
album. He didn't go as far as to say that he thought it was good, however, and Geddy could sense, from 
studying Alex's facial expressions and body language, that he thought Neil was a snob. As they watched him 
assemble a small, funky gray drum kit, Alex leaned in close to Geddy's ear, his long hair tickling the singer's 
neck and driving him crazy with desire. In a stage whisper he said, "Check out his hair-do. He looks like a 
greaseball! You know who he looks like, he looks like Prince Namor, the Sub-Mariner. You know, from the Marvel 
comic." He expounded when Geddy gave him a quizzical look. Ah, he nodded his head, sort of seeing the 
resemblance, but feeling a bit intoxicated from the nearness of Lerxst. God, he smells good He felt himself 


constrict in his jeans and had to think about baseball in order to avoid an embarrassing situation 


Once Prince Namor had tightened the last cymbal, the new trio was ready to jam. They did Summertime Blues 
and it sounded phenomenal to Geddy. The dude could really pound the skins. His talent and skill was unmistakable. 


After a forty minute jam session, which they recorded as best they could using just three microphones, 


Geddy had concluded that this was no ordinary drummer. Neil, however, was uncertain about the impression he 
made on the other two musicians. He worried that the entire audition might have been a complete disaster, 
judging from the disparaging looks he had been getting from the blond-haired guy. He was somewhat relieved 
when he wasn't immediately dismissed. The three sat around smoking and talking for a couple hours afterward, 
getting to know one another. Geddy was clearly impressed with his drumming and told him so, but Alex kept 
shooting looks at his friend and acting noncommittal about the possibility of Neil joining the band. The drummer 


sensed how close the two were and felt uncomfortably like an interloper. 


Geddy noticed that Alex was acting strange, even for Alex, but had no idea what to make of it. He found that 
he shared many common interests with Neil, they both had similiar tastes in books and music. Alex kept quiet 
for the most part and Geddy occasionally caught him rolling his eyes when Neil talked about his musical ideas 
and some lyrics he had written based on the literature of Rand and Tolkien. Geddy was thrilled with the 
prospect of Neil joining Rush and getting to compose and bring life to his lyrical ideas. Neil was excited that he 
might have at last found a band that, like himself, wanted to achieve something worthwhile. Alex felt uneasy 
and confused, but he couldn't quite figure out why. For some reason he felt like he was on the verge of losing 


or being separated from something very dear to him. 


Geddy confronted him immediately once the drummer had left. "Alex, what's eating you? I've never seen you 
act so.not like yourself. Is there something about Neil that you don't like? You have to admit he's one hell of a 


drummer. | really think we should invite him to join the band" 


Alex shrugged and turned his face away. "He's not that great," he replied, wondering why felt so hostile. "| 
mean, he drums like some kind of maniac. | think the Brits got to him. And he talks like some kind of geeky 


college professor. Hell, | didn't know half of what you two were even talking about: 


"Ah, c'mon Lerxst," | pleaded. "The guy kicks ass on the drums and the three of us, well, we had a chemistry. 
Didn't you feel it? Wait til we play the tapes back. We've never sounded so good!" Geddy watched, astonished 
and perplexed, as Alex's face clouded with..was it sadness? Fear? He had spent years watching and learning how 
to read the countenance of the object of his affection. He felt like he could almost read Alex's mind sometimes, 
after so many years together. But now he wasn't sure what was going on in his beloved's cute little head, yet 
he sensed he was hurting somehow and wanted to draw him close into his arms and reassure him. Just the 
thought of holding his body close, feeling every inch of his muscular frame, began to slowly derail his thoughts 


once again. 


He startled when Alex heaved a loud sigh of resignation. "Well, go ahead and ask him them," he acquiesed, his 
capitulation as complete as Cornwallis! surrender of Yorktown. "I'm sure you two will be great friends and have 
lots to talk about. Hell, maybe you won't even need a second-rate guitarist like me to spoil your chemistry” As 
soon as he said the words, Alex realized how catty they sounded and he felt ashamed. Its not like letting Neil 
in would take Geddy from him, was it? Not all of him anyway. And why did it matter so much to him? Why 
does the thought of our connection being severed - or even stretched thin - terrify me? And then to have the 
new guy always hanging around.he had liked the alone time he had shared with Dirk in the months since they 
became a two-man band. Geddy had always been his dear friend but lately, something about his eyes just 


seemed to unravel him. He had had some disturbing dreams where he had reached out to trace the muscles in 


Ged's arms and chest or claimed his lips in a kiss. He was seriously starting to question his sexuality. He snuck 
a few Playboys from his old man, just to make sure the sight of naked women still excited him. Yes, he was 
sexually aroused by the images, but they left him feeling cold inside. Except for the girls with green eyes the 
same sea-green shade as Dirk's. He found himself masturbating as he looked into these eyes and thought of 
Dirk's hot mouth, kissing him, going down on him. After the sweet release he pushed the fantasies out of his 
mind, denying them completely and telling himself there was nothing wrong with him. He was normal and Ged 


was just his buddy, no more. 


"Are you..could you..be jealous, Lerxst? You know | will always love you best," Geddy stammered, trying and 
failing to sound casual. "Don't you know what you mean to me, Ali? You've always been right here beneath my 


skin" 


Alex's indigo eyes shot open when he heard the singer call him that sweet name from the past. Geddy hadn't 


called him Ali since they were about twelve years old and he hadn't realized how much he missed hearing it. 


"Oh, Dirk | know | am being an idiot. Neil is a terrific drummer and | do want him in the band. Its just.when 
John was in the band, it still felt like it was just our band, the two of us. Like when we were kids and always 
jammed together in your basement. John never came between us. He wasn't a threat." he paused, looking 


miserable. "This must sound crazy to you, Dirk" 


The bassist turned and locked the door to the studio then turned back to look at the man he loved. Could he 
really want me that way, he thought? Do / mean that much to him? Risking all, he took Alex's big beautiful 
hands in his and lost himself in the twin lakes of his eyes. "It doesn't sound crazy at all, Lerxst. You know | love 


you. | always have. | would never let anyone come between us." 


His words made Alex feel light-headed and his groin began to ache with need. Geddy's eyes traveled 
involuntarily downward to his crotch; the tight blue-jeans left little to the imagination and emboldened him to 
step closer, wrap his arms around Alex's neck, and place a chaste kiss on his forehead. He was dizzy with 
desire but afraid to go further in case it wasn't what Alex wanted. Alex responded by holding him tightly 
against his body until both could feel the hardness of each other's need. He buried his face in the long 


chocolate-brown silk of the singer's hair and trembled. 
| love you Dirk, and | want you so bad. | have craved you for so long now." 


And then their mouths were on each other, tongues searching, hands caressing each other's bodies. Alex felt 
hands slip down the back of his pants to stroke the smooth roundness of his bare ass and pressed his new 
lover up against the wall, grinding their cocks together until they were both moaning. "Ged, you are so sexy," 


Alex groaned. "You make me so fucking horny.’ 


The two men continued to kiss as they hurriedly kicked off shoes and began to undress each other. Geddy 
grasped the bottom of Alex's tee shirt and pulled it over his head. His eyes glazed over at the sight of the 
muscles in his chest and the swirling dishwater-blond hair that covered it. Alex fumbled with the buttons on 
Geddy's shirt, overcome by his hunger and the sight of the dark trail of fur tracing Dirk's abdomen and then 


disappearing below his waistband. he felt his knees buckle and collapsed a bit, pulling his lover down to the rug 
with him. He shed his pants quickly and then began to work on Dirk's zipper. The singer's mouth went dry at 
the sight of Alex's engorged length. Alex had just managed to pull his pants down past his hips when Geddy 
overtook him and rolled on top of him in a sort of a passion-filled wrestling move. He covered his mouth and 
neck with kisses, moaning as their bare cocks touched and rubbed against each other. He kissed his way down 
his chest, pausing to lick and suckle each nipple, then licking a trail down to the prize below. Pushing Alex's legs 
apart, he crawled between them and massaged the smooth skin of his inner thighs, then teasing touches on his 


scrotum and balls until Lerxst was writhing beneath him and moaning loudly. 


Grasping his cock firmly at the base, Geddy teased. "How would you like it if | put you in my mouth, Lerxst? 


Would you like me to suck you dry?" Alex almost came at the sound of his words. 


‘Oh, Dirk Please." he begged. Alex watched transfixed as Geddy swirled his finger over the head of his dripping 
cock and then brought it to his mouth. He made a show of sucking the juices off his finger, sliding his lips 


tip. 
"Now, Ali, | want you to feed your cock to me, okay. | want to feel you deep in my throat, baby." 


With that he wrapped his lips around the swollen bulb and slid them down to the base. The cries Alex was 
making now excited Geddy almost to the point of orgasm, so keening and desperate. He reached for Alex's 
hands and placed them on the back of his head, encouraging his partner to tangle his fingers in his hair and 
guide his mouth up and down on his thobbing length. When Geddy started moaning with a mouth stuffed full 


with his own cock, Alex screamed out his release and flooded his friend's mouth with hot come. 


When he calmed, he guided Geddy up to him, tasting himself on his lover's mouth. "Now | want you to crawl up 
here on your knees and fuck my mouth with that big, beautiful cock of yours, Dirk." Alex directed huskily in a 
voice he didn't recognize. "Yes, thats right. Let me scoot down a bit so | can suck you off good. | can't wait to 
taste your come." Geddy began to squirm and buck his hips as he watched his erection disappear by degrees 
into his lover's hot mouth. Oh, god / cant believe this is happening ve wanted this for so long; to see his heart- 
shaped lps wrapped tight around my dick, swallowing me down 


Alex put his hands on Dirk's hot little ass, the one he had stolen yearning glances of over the years and 
wanted so badly to touch, and sucked hard on his cock with such consummate skill that it was over far too 
soon. Geddy let loose with a shuddering orgasm and Alex swallowed it down. 

They held each other for a long time afterward, euphoric in the afterglow, talking about when they were kids 
and their first gig, revealing their hearts to one another without any reservations. "So yeah, l'm okay with the 
new guy.” Alex blurted out matter-of-factly causing Geddy to giggle. 


ove you, Lerxst. 
"| love you, Lerxst 


The next day, they welcomed Neil into the band When Alex left the room, Neil asked, "How did you talk him 


into it, Geddy? | hope you didn't have to sleep with him." 


Geddy felt his face get hot and opened his mouth to protest, but Neil reached out and touched him on the 
shoulder and gave him a knowing smile. "Look, | can tell you two are pretty close. | have absolutely no problem 


with you guys caring for one other. Now let's get down to business, shall we?" 


